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Wa SHARK 


‘The huge, gray shark swam quietly through the dark water. All 
the small fish that shared the ocean with this killer knew to stay 
away. The shark was hungry. It waited in the cool, silent waters 
for some sign of food. There was no noise. Then the shark felt the 
splashing. 


MIDNIGHT SWIM 

Chrissie was nervous. She was a good swimmer, but the dark 
night was much too quiet. Her friends were far away on the 
beach. Chrissie had taken a swim on other nights, but tonight 
was different. The water was very still. Her splashing was the 
only sound. This was no fun at all. She started to swim back to 
the beach. 

Suddenly Chrissie felt something rough brush her leg. It was 
like sandpaper. She told herself not to worry, but she kicked 
harder and swam faster. Then she was bumped again. All of a 
sudden, pain shot through her body. She felt huge, sharp teeth in 
her leg. 

“Help!” she screamed. “Help me!” 

No one came. Her friends were too far away to hear. 

“Help!” she cried again. 

Chrissie tried to swim away, but the big fish was fast and strong, 
Its mighty teeth pulled her under the water. Frantically, she 
gulped in air. Then she couldn’t fight it anymore. 


We GIRL IS MISSING 


The next morning, Police Chief Martin Brody got a phone call 
at home. 
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“A girl is missing, Chief,” said another policeman. “I think 
you'd better come down to the beach.” 

“Someone's missing? What happened?” the chief asked. 

“She went swimming by herself. She might have drowned. Her 
friends say she never came back to the campfire.” 

“The big summer season has barely begun, and already we're 
having problems.” Chief Brody frowned. It was his first summer 
as chief of police on Amity Island, and he wanted things to go 
well. He kissed his wife good-bye and headed down to the beach. 

‘The police went searching for clues. They walked up and down 
the beach. One man noticed something strange down by the edge 
of the water. The police thought it was too small to be the girl's 
body. But they were wrong. It was all that was left of Chrissie. 
Grabs were crawling all over her mangled body. 

Chief Brody brought the body in for examination. The doctor 


took one look at it and said, “This was done by a shark—a very 


big shark.” 
BC J LOSE THE BEACH! 
The chief wasn’t going to take any chances. There was a shark 


out in the water. He wanted the beach closed, and he wanted it 
closed fast. But the mayor wouldn't let him do it. 

“We need the beach open,” said the mayor. “If we close our 
beach, people won't visit our island. The island needs the tourists’ 
money.” 

“If someone else gets eaten by a shark, no tourists will visit,” 
argued Chief Brody. 

The mayor shook his head. “You don’t know for sure that it 
was a shark.” 

“What else could it have been? Besides, the doctor said it was 
a shark.” 

“I talked to the doctor myself,” said the mayor. “He said that 
she could have been hit by a boat.” 

“No way,” said Brody. 

“Look, Brody.” The mayor was getting angry. “We need the 
money from the summer people. You are not closing the beach!” 

Chief Brody didn’t know what to do. If the mayor wouldn’t let 
him close the beach, hundreds of people would be in danger. No 
swimmer was safe from a killer shark! 


, HARK WATCH 


The next day, Chief Brody decided he would have to watch the 
beach himself, He brought his beach chair and put it in the sand. 
This was where he was going to sit all day. Chief Brody hated the 
water, and now he wished everyone else did too. He wasn’t sure 


what he would do if there was a shark out there, but he knew he 
had better be around to help. 

Everybody stopped by to talk to him. People kept standing in 
front of him so he couldn't see the water. He kept trying to peek 
around the people, but he couldn’t see a thing. 

aagh!” The sound came from the water. 


Chief Brody jumped out of his chair. What was that? he 
wondered. He saw a girl rise out of the water on her boyfriend's 
shoulders. She was laughing and screaming. That was what he 
had heard. 

Nearby, a little boy was asking if he could play in the wa’ 

“Alex, you will turn into a fish if you spend any more time in 
the water,” his mother said. 





“fl take the raft, Mom. That way I won't be in ‘the water 
much at all. 

“Okay, but only ten more minutes. I mean it.” 

Chief Brody watched Alex take his raft and run into the water. 
Why was the ocean so much fun? He wished people would just 
stay on the beach. He wasn’t quite sure why he had come to live 
here. It seemed silly that a man who hated the water loved this 
small island. He used to live in New York. That was too big. 

All of a sudden, he thought he heard another scream. Was it 
that girl again? He jumped up. More people were shouting. What 
was going on? People were running. Mothers were rushing down 
to the water to get their children. Children were running out of 
the water onto the beach. Everyone was screaming now. 








Brody sprinted down to the water's edge. What was it? He 
looked around. Everyone seemed to be safely out of the water. 
Maybe it was just another false alarm. Then he saw Alex’s mother. 

“Alex?” She was looking all over for him. “Alex?” She sounded 
scared. “Oh, no!” 

Brody followed her gaze. Alex’s raft floated in the foam washed 
ashore by the waves. The raft had been chewed to bits and was 
covered with blood. 


HARK FISHING 

Something had to be done. Chief Brody and the mayor called 
a town meeting. They had to take a vote to close the beach. 
‘Almost everyone was against Chief Brody. The townspeople 
wanted to keep the beach open. 

Alex's mother had offered a $3,000 reward to anyone who 
caught the shark that had killed her boy. Fishermen were coming 
from all over the coast in hopes of getting the prize. Most people 
at the meeting thought that the reward would put an end to their 
shark problem. They thought that closing the beach was a waste 
of time and money. 

Brody tried to argue, but the people in the room started shouting 
him down. All of a sudden, the sound of fingernails on a black- 
board screeched above all the confusion. The talking stopped at 
once as everyone turned to the back of the room. 

A grizzled old fisherman named Quint stared back at them. 
He moved his hand away from the blackboard. “I'll catch the fish 
for you,” he said. “But you'll have to pay me $10,000. I won't do 
it for three, but if you pay me ten, I'll catch your fish.” With that, 
Quint stood up and left the room. 

Brody hoped that the town would give Quint the money. He 
was the best fisherman on the island. But the town voted against 





Quint and they voted against closing the beach. 

Chief Brody was upset. He could only hope that the shark 
would be killed before anyone else was hurt. He went home to 
study about sharks. He had to learn all about them if he was going 
to save the island from any more deaths. 

The next day, the docks were crowded. There were more 
fishermen than ever before, and they all wanted to be the first to 
catch the shark. There was a story going around the docks about 
two local fishermen who had tied a roast beef to the dock. The 
shark came after the meat, but instead of the fishermen catching 
the shark, the shark almost caught the fishermen. It took the roast 
beef and the dock. 





All the men were laughing about the story. They thought it 
was great, and they were looking forward to taking their turn at 
Dozens of boats were packed with men. Brody 
spent the whole day directing boat traffic. 
“Excuse me, officer,” a bearded man said to the chief. “Do you 
know where I can find Chief Brody?” 
The chief smiled. “You're speaking to him. Who are you?” 
“['m Matt Hooper from the Oceanographic Institute. 
You're the shark expert?” 
rhat’s me.” 
“Great! T've been waiting for you. Follow me.” 
The chief showed Chrissie’s body to Hooper. It was so badly 
mauled that Hooper almost threw up. “I'm certain that was done 
by a shark,” he said. “And the shark must be huge!” 





‘As Brody and Hooper left the doctor's office, they heard a lot 
of noise coming from the dock. The two men rushed over to see 
what all the yelling was about. Brody was afraid there had been 
another shark attack. 

“We got him,” a fisherman was telling everyone. “Take a look.” 

A huge shark hung from a hook over the dock. The fish was ten 
feet long. It was the biggest shark ever caught off Amity Island. 
Brody was relieved. He thought it was the best thing he'd seen in 
along time. 

“Well, Matt,” Brody said to Hooper, “it looks as if we don’t 
need you, after all.” 

Hooper didn’t answer. He wasn’t smiling. 

“What kind of shark is this, anyway?” Brody asked. 

“[t's a tiger shark,” Hooper answered. 

“Boy, that’s one nasty-looking fish.” 

“Yes, it is, but I don’t think it’s the right shark, Chief.” 

“Oh, come on, Matt,” Brody said. “We don’t get man-eating 
sharks around here. There couldn't be two like this.” 

“Nope,” answered Hooper. “The one I’m talking about is even 
bigger.” 

Brody stared at him. Bigger? He didn’t want to hear that. He 
just wanted this awful nightmare to be over. “What are you 
talking about?” 

“Chief, the bite marks don’t match the ones on the body you 
showed me. Now, I might be wrong, but I'd like to cut open this 
shark just in case. Sharks don’t digest their food quickly, so any- 
thing that it’s eaten in the past day will still be in its stomach.” 

“That's disgusting!” Brody winced. “Do you really need to chop 
itup?” 

“Just to be sure. Come on, Chief. You want to be sure, don’t 
you?” 

The man had a point, Brody decided. “All right. We'll do it 











later, though. I don't want anyone else around in case there's a 
dead body in the shark.” 

Brody was about to leave when he saw Alex's mother heading 
toward him. She was dressed in black, and she had been crying. 
Brody stood still as she walked up and paused in front of him. She 
didn’t say a word. Suddenly she slapped him. 

“J just found out that you knew there was a shark out there. A 
girl was killed last week, and you knew it. You let my boy go 
swimming with a shark.” She took a deep breath. “My son is dead 
now. My boy is dead because of you.” 

There was nothing Brody could do. He watched her leave. He 
knew she was right. 


WR swe ASHARK 


At home, Brody’s wife and two sons tried to comfort him. 
Nothing seemed to work. He felt awful. Matt Hooper came by 
after dark. It was time for them to cut open the shark. The chief 
hoped that Hooper was wrong. The tiger shark had to be the killer. 

When they reached the dock, Brody stood far away. He didn’t 
want to be near the smell of all those fish guts. 

Hooper slashed open the shark’s stomach. He stuck his hand 
into the bloody hole. Out came a large fish. Hooper tossed it over 
to Brody and reached inside the shark's stomach again. He pulled 
out another big fish. Then he pulled out a license plate. 

“The shark ate a car?” asked Brody. 

Hooper laughed. “Sharks will eat almost anything, but even the 
biggest shark couldn’t eat a car. Someone probably just threw this 
old license plate into the ocean.” 

Brody just shook his head. 

Hooper reached into the fish again. This time his hand came 
out empty. “That's it.” 

This was not the news Brody wanted to hear. “So this isn’t the 
killer shark?” 

“Sorry.” 

“Now what?” Brody dropped his head into his hands. With the 
shark on the loose, more people could be killed. 

But Hooper had a plan. “Let’s take my boat out tonight and see 
if we can find that fish ourselves.” 

“You're kidding.” 

“No, I'm not kidding. Come on.” 

“There's no way I’m going out on your boat,” said Brody. 

“Oh, yes, you are. You want to catch that fish, don’t you?” 

“Sure I do, but I don’t want to be the one to do it,” Brody 
complained. “I hate the water.” 

“ have a huge boat. You'll be perfectly safe.” 


E54 OAT WRECK 


In the end, Brody ended up on Hooper's boat. It was full of 
fancy equipment. There was a fish-finder. It beeped every time a 
large fish swam nearby. The machine made lots of noise, but 
none of the fish were sharks. After about an hour of not finding 
anything, the two men came upon a smaller boat. It was com- 
pletely wrecked. 

“That's Ben Gardner's boat,” said the chief. 

“You know him?” asked Hooper. 

“Sure, I know him. He's a fisherman on the island.” 

Brody shined a searchlight on the boat. It was half under the 
water, and there was a large hole in its side. 

“Hello! Anybody there?” Brody called. But there was no sign 
of anybody on board. 
“What happened?” Brody asked. 
‘m going to dive in and check it out,” said Hooper. 
re you nuts?” asked the chief. “There's a shark out there!” 

“My fish-finder would have let us know if the shark was nearby. 
Till just be down a few minutes.” Hooper was quickly putting on 
his wet suit. 

“What am I supposed to do?” Brody was panicked. 

“Nothing. Don’t touch anything.” Hooper jumped into the 
water. He dove down toward the bottom of the damaged boat. 
‘There at the edge of the hole was the biggest shark’s tooth he had 
ever seen! He couldn’t believe it was real. No shark could be that 
big. Hooper had to look around some more. He poked around in 
the jagged hole. Something else was in there. What was it? He 
poked some more. All at once, he found out. 

“Aaagh!” he screamed. A bloated green head rolled toward 
him. Thére was a bloody hole where one eye was missing. Hooper 
dropped the tooth and swam back to the boat as fast as he could. 

4 He could barely breathe. 








BAG GREAT WHITE SHARK 


‘The next day, Brody and Hooper met with the mayor. They 
tried one more time to close the beach. 

“The shark that was caught yesterday wasn’t the right shark,” 
explained Hooper. “You have a bigger problem than you thought.” 

“How do you know?” asked the mayor. He didn’t want to 
believe them. 

Brody answered. “We found Ben Gardner's boat last night. It 
was almost in pieces. Hooper found a tooth in it. It was the tooth 
of a great white. Ben’s body was trapped in the boat’s hull. He 
was dead, killed by the shark.” 

The mayor frowned. “I’m sorry to hear about Ben. So where is 
this giant shark tooth?” he asked. 

“I dropped it.” Hooper didn’t look too happy about this. “I was 
startled and couldn’t hold on to it.” 

“You don’t have the tooth?” the mayor persisted. 

“No.” 

“Then you can’t prove it, can you?” 

“We don’t have to prove it. We know it’s out there, and we 
have to close the beach to protect people from it!” Brody was 
getting very angry with the mayor. 

“Sorry,” said the mayor. “Tomorrow is the Fourth of July. 
‘That's the biggest day of the year for Amity Island.” 

Hooper exploded. “It'll be the biggest dinner of the year for this 
shark if you don’t close the beach! Sharks are attracted to splash- 
ing. The more people, the worse it will be. Does this shark have 
to jump up and bite you before you'll believe me?” 

“I don't have to listen to this,” the mayor said, walking away. 

Brody ran after him. “Listen, if we close the beach now, we 
might be able to save August.” 

The mayor didn't want to listen. “We need to save July. If you 
don’t have that tooth, the beach stays open.” 





HARK SCARE 

The beach stayed open, and the crowds swarmed to Amity 
Island. Although the chief couldn’t close the beach, he could order 
that the waters be patrolled. Boats with shark guns moved slowly 
back and forth, looking for the shark. 

‘This made the people on the beach nervous. They had heard 
stories about the shark scare, but now it was real. They were 
afraid to go into the water. Soon it became very hot. People 
couldn’t take it much longer. A few tourists started to wade in the 
shallow water. Then a few more. It seemed okay. No one was 
getting hurt. Soon the water was packed with happy, splashing 
people. 

Brody’s son, Michael, wanted to take his new sailboat out. 
Brody didn’t want his son out on the water with that shark. He 
took Michael aside. “Do me a favor, Michael? Take your boat into 
the cove this time.” 

“The cove is for babies, Dad,” Michael complained. 

“Please,” Brody pleaded. “Come on, pal.” 

“Okay.” Michael didn’t look too happy about it, but he and his 
friends took the boat over to the cove, anyway. 

Brody turned his attention to the ocean waters. Everything 
seemed to be going smoothly, but he was still worried. He trusted 
Hooper, and if Hooper said there was a bigger shark out there, 
then there probably was. Brody just hoped that it had left to 
bother some other island. 

Then it happened. A black shark fin appeared out of nowhere 
and headed toward the swimmers. The lifeguards started blowing 
their whistles. People panicked. Everyone began to scramble out 
of the water. The gunmen on the patrol boats pulled up near the 
fin. They aimed their rifles and were ready to shoot. All of a 
sudden, the fin flipped over. Two kids were under it. They had 
made the fin out of cardboard. 





“We're sorry. We were just kidding.” 

Nobody thought it was a very funny prank. 

“Shark!” a woman screamed. 

No one was paying attention. They couldn't believe these two 
boys could be so stupid. 

“Somebody, do something! Shark!” People started to listen to 
her. What was she yelling about? 

“Shark!” she screamed again. “And it's heading straight for the 
cove!” 

The cove? Brody looked up. That was where Michael was! He 
started running. Was it really the killer shark? A huge gray fi 
was speeding through the water. It was swimming straight into 





the cove. Brody ran as fast as he could. He had to save his son. 

The people in the cove didn’t know the shark was heading their 
way. A fisherman in a small rowboat smiled and waved to the 
kids in Michael's boat. As the kids waved back, they saw the huge 
shark getting closer. “Look out!” they yelled. Michael was so 
startled he fell backward into the water. 

Brody watched his son fall into the water. “Michael!” he 
screamed. Brody was almost there. But so was the shark. 

The shark slammed into the fisherman's rowboat. The boat 
flipped over and tossed the fisherman into the water. The shark 








was on him in a s |. Mi jaw dropped and his eyes 
bugged out. He was in shock. All he could do was stare as the 
huge shark ate the fisherman. Michael knew the shark would 
attack him next, but he was too scared to swim away. 

Brody finally reached the cove. He ran out into the water to 
save his son. The shark turned away just in time and headed back 
out to sea. Michael still wasn’t moving, and Brody had to carry 
him up onto the beach. 

‘Oh, no! He's dead!” cried Michael's mother. 
“No, he’s not,” Brody said to his wife. “He’s just in shock.” 











They rushed him to the hospital. Michael recovered quickly, 
but Chief Brody was furious. The first thing he did when he left 
the hospital was to find the mayor. 

“[ heard about your son,” the mayor said. “How’s he doing?” 

“He'll recover,” Brody said. “No thanks to you. But I’m not 
going to let that shark have a chance at another person on this 
island. The beach is closed! There’s going to be no argument about 
this.” 

The mayor nodded. “You were right all along, Chief. I should 
have listened to you before. The beach must be closed.” 

Brody slammed his fist down on the table. “That's not all. This 
town is going to find the best fisherman they can, and if we have 
to pay him $10,000 to kill that shark, we will.” 

‘The mayor agreed, and Brody and Hooper set off to find Quint. 
Quint was the best fisherman on the island, and he knew almost 
as much about sharks as Hooper did. Shark teeth were all over his 
small shack. The jaws hung from the ceiling. Quint was an old 
seaman, and he was almost as stubborn as the shark he was going 
to go after. 

They found Quint in his home, a shack near the marina. 

“Yep, I'll go out with you two, but only if I'm the captain. I 
know you're the chief on land,” he said to Brody, “but at sea, you 
listen to me.” 

That was fine by Brody, but Hooper wasn't too happy. He had 
some ideas of his own. “What about my gear?” asked Hooper. 
He wanted to bring his special shark cage. He could go underwater 
in the cage to look at the shark without the shark’s hurting him. 
He had a scuba outfit and some oxygen tanks so he could breathe 
below the surface. He also had drugs that might be able to kill the 
deadly shark. 

Hooper and Quint argued, but they finally agreed that Quint 
would be the leader if Hooper was allowed to bring his gear. 


HARK HUNT 

The three men headed out that day. Soon they could barely see 
the island. The boat was a little too small to make Brody feel totally 
secure, but he felt sure Hooper and Quint both knew what they 
were doing. The boat was big enough to have a little cabin and a 
high bridge where Hooper steered. Because Brody didn't know 
anything about boats, he had the worst job. He had to throw 
raw, bloody fish over the side of the boat. 

“This is awful,” he complained. 

“That's your job,” said Quint. “You have to shovel that chum 
until the shark shows up to eat it.” 

Brody gagged, but he kept shoveling the chum into the water. 
Quint checked the fishing line. It was tight! Something was on it. 
“Probably just a little fish,” he mumbled under his breath. He 
started to reel the lure in and found he was wrong. It was a tough 
one. 

“Is it the shark?” Brody asked. 

“Could be. Stop the motor, Hooper!” he yelled. 

Quint pulled on the line. This fish wasn’t giving in. All of a 
sudden, the line'went slack. The fish had stopped pulling. 

“What's going on?” asked Brody. 

Quint looked around. “This is one clever shark. I think he’s 
hiding under the boat.” 

All of a sudden, the boat lurched. “He is under the boat! 
Hooper, come take the line! We've got the shark!” 

Hooper came down from the bridge. “It’s not the shark.” 

“{’m the captain, and I say it is,” Quint growled. “Now, take 
this line—unless you’d rather swim back to shore.” 

Hooper took the line. The fish started pulling the boat. The line 
snapped. Quint just glared at Hooper. Hooper glared back. “How 
are you going to catch this shark?” he asked. “You can’t reel it in 
like any old fish!” 





“See this harpoon?” Quint held up a long, pointed rod. A bright 
yellow barrel was attached to it by a long rope. “This is what will 
get him. The line was just to get him near the boat. You'll see. 
We'll put a barrel on him, and he won't be able to go underwater. 
Then we'll be able to get more harpoons in him. We'll stay here 
for a while and see if he comes back.” 

Hooper nodded and went into the cabin to play a game of 
solitaire. Brody thought he might relax too, until he heard Quint’s 
voice. “Shovel that chum again, Brody!” 

“Why can't Hooper do it? He’s got nothing to do.” 

“You'll do it ‘cause it’s your job.” 

Brody didn’t bother arguing. Quint was just a cranky old sailor 
who had to have things his own way. Brody shoveled another 
chunk of chum into the water. He dug the shovel back in the 
bucket, brought out more chum, and turned back to the water. 
He stopped short and stared in horror. In front of him was the 
most enormous mouth he'd ever seen! The razor-sharp teeth closed 
around the chum, and the shark sank back underneath the water. 

Brody stepped back slowly. He could hear his heart pounding 
in his chest. “Uh, Quint?” The captain didn’t answer. “Quint,” 
Brody said, a little louder, “I think you're going to need a bigger 
boat.” 

Quint and Hooper rushed out of the cabin and over to the edge 
of the boat. Below them, circling their small boat, was the biggest 
shark any of them had ever seen. 

“My God! That’s a twenty-footer!” said Hooper. 

“Twenty-five,” corrected Quint. 

‘The shark was churning up the water. The waves were rocking 
the boat. Quint grabbed his harpoon. “Hooper! Make sure the 
rope is attached to the barrel!” He glanced back at Hooper. The 
barrel was secure. He aimed and fired. “We got him! 

The men cheered, but the shark swam off quickly. All of a 








sudden, the barrel disappeared. The shark had pulled the barrel 
underwater. “That was too easy for him,” said Hooper. 

“Yep,” agreed Quint. “Let’s give him another barrel. He won't 
be able to pull two barrels underwater.” 





attached another barrel to another harpoon, but'the shark 


We have to go 


back and get a bi 





“We could radio the Coast Guard for a bigger boat.” 

“We're staying.” 

Brody was not very happy to hear this at all. 

Night fell, and the shark still hadn't come back. The men 
decided to go into the cabin. Hooper started singing sea songs, and 
Brody and Quint joined in. They were having a good time. 

‘The shark was stalking the boat, but the three men were singing 
so loudly that they didn’t hear it. They didn’t even notice when 
the shark rammed the hull. The shark did it again. 

“What was that?” Brody stopped singing. A sudden jolt knocked 
him to the floor. “The shark is back,” he whispered. 

Water was rushing into the boat. The shark had smashed a hole 
in the bottom of it. Water was flooding in everywhere. 

Quint grabbed his rifle and went out on the deck. He shot at 
the shark. It didn’t work. He fired again. Missed. He shot one 
more time. The shark wasn’t hit, but it turned around and left the 
three men alone. They all breathed a sigh of relief. They would 
have to wait until daylight to fix the boat. 


BA SINKING SHIP 


No one slept that night. Daylight seemed to take forever to 
come. Finally, the sun came up. The three men had made it 
through the night without seeing the shark again. Now it was 
time to fix the badly damaged boat. 

“We're half underwater,” said Brody. “We have,to go in and 
get a new boat.” 

“I'm not going in without that shark,” growled Quint. 

“We're not going in at all if we have to stay in this wreck.” 

Hooper was silent. He was staring at the bright yellow barrel 
that popped to the surface only a few yards away. The shark had 
come back. 


a 








Quint and Brody stopped arguing. They saw the shark too. It 
didn’t seem to be moving. It was just waiting for them to make a 
move. The rope floated nearby. “Pull in the rope,” said Quint 
“We'll draw him to the surface where I can get another barrel in 
him.” 

Hooper and Brody were not very excited about this, but they 
started hauling in the rope. Quint stood by with the harpoon. It 
was easy going. The shark wasn’t resisting at all. They weren't 
even sure if it was attached to the harpoon anymore. Just as Brody 
was thinking this, the huge jaws were in his face again! 

He dropped the rope and fell backward onto the deck of the 
boat. Hooper jumped back as well. Quint got ready with his gun, 
but the shark went back under. 

Brody couldn't take it anymore. He rushed into the cabin and 
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picked up the radio. “Hello? Mayday! Mayday! Coast Guard, do 
you read me?” Without warning, a baseball bat came flying 
through the air. It slammed into the radio. Quint had smashed 
the radio to bits! 

“Quint, what are you doing?” Brody yelled. “You're nuts!” 

“This is my fish. I'm going to catch it,” Quint spat back. “You're 
not going to call anyone else.” 

“That's great! That's just great! We're all going to die out here!” 

“Guys?” Hooper's voice came through the door. “I think our 
friend is back for his lunch.” 

Quint left Brody fuming in the cabin and rushed out on deck. 
“Are you ready to lose this fight, fish?” he yelled at the approaching 
shark. He shot the harpoon. “We got him!” Quint announced, as 
the harpoon sunk into the shark's side. 

Now with two barrels attached to its back, the shark turned 
and headed out to sea. “Follow him,” Quint ordered Hooper. 
“Full throttle!” 

“I can't rev it up that high. The boat's hurt. It's not going to 
be able to take it.” 

“Never mind. He’s coming back this way.” 

Brody wasn't going to stand by anymore. He took his pistol 
out. Bang! He shot the shark once. 

Bang! He shot it again. 

“You think that's going to work?” Quint laughed. “These barrels 
are the only way to get him. Move out of the way.” He shot a third 
harpoon. He missed, but the shark swam off again. “Follow him. 
He won't go under with two barrels on him.” 

“Want to make a bet?” said Hooper, as the mighty shark dove 
down deep and took the two barrels with it. “This isn’t any 
ordinary shark.” 

“They're up again!” Brody pointed to the two yellow barrels 
that popped to the surface on the other side of the boat. 





“Steer over there, Hooper,” Quint said. “We'll tie the ropes to 
the boat and drag him into shallow water.” 

Hooper and Brody jumped to tie the ropes. Quint took Hooper's 
place behind the engine. As soon as the shark was tied to the boat, 
it dove deep again. The boat tipped dangerously. “Quint, he’s 
going to flip us!” 

Quint put the engine up to full throttle. Slowly the boat started 
towing the big fish. The ropes were stretched tight. The shark 
was pulling away. The cleats that held the ropes to the boat were 
starting to break. 

Letting the engine idle, Quint leapt down from the bridge. He 
grabbed his harpoon and shot it at the shark. He got the fish this 
time. Now the shark had three barrels. Again, the shark turned 
away to go out to sea, but this time it was attached to the boat. 
It started dragging the boat. 

“He's taking us out to sea!” 

“Untie the ropes!” 

‘The shark was pulling and thrashing. Water was slopping over 
the sides, and the boat was flooding. Brody and Hooper couldn’t 
get the ropes untied. They were soaked with water. They could 
barely see. The shark kept pulling the damaged boat and the three 
tired men farther and farther away from land. 

Suddenly, a butcher knife whistled through the air. Quint 
chopped through the ropes, and the boat was free from the shark. 
The men watched the three barrels speed off into the distance. 

“He's going to go under,” said Hooper. 

“Not with three barrels.” 

The shark went under. The men were shocked. “Did you ever 
have one do this before?” asked Hooper. 

“No,” Quint answered quietly. 

The three of them just stood there without making a sound. 
This was more than just a big shark. 
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© ORDINARY SHARK 

‘The sudden lurch of the boat knocked them off their feet. The 
shark was back! It was ramming the boat again. A big jolt told 
them thatit wasn’t giving up. It rammed the boat again. 

“Brody,” Quint said, “you get your wish. We're heading in.” 

“Thank God.” Brody breathed a sigh of relief. 

Quint climbed up to the bridge and started steering the boat 
toward home. Another jolt hit them. 

“He's chasing us! I don’t believe it.” 

“That's all right. We'll lure him into shallow waters and get him 
there.” 

“That's not all right. We're not going to make it to shallow 
waters!” replied Brody. Hooper joined Quint on the bridge. 
“Quint, don’t push the engine that much! It can’t take it.” 

“Shut up!” Quint took a swipe at Hooper but missed him. He 
pushed the throttle forward. The engine started to make knocking 
noises, Black smoke poured out of the hold, and then the engine 
went dead. 

“You've burned out the bearings, and you've wrecked our 
radio!” Hooper was furious. “We're trapped here. Now what are 
we going to do?” 

‘The shark rammed the boat again. Water was pouring in 
through a large hole in the bottom. The boat was sinking fast. 
The three men knew it was over. 

Quint broke the silence. “Hooper, how about all that fancy stuff 
you brought? Do you think that would kill the fish?” 

“Maybe. If I could get the needle in his mouth. It'would never 
puncture his skin. He's too big. I guess it’s time to go down in the 
shark cage.” 

“Are you nuts?” asked Brody. “That cage wasn’t meant for a 
shark like this, He'll tear it to pieces. He'll tear you to pieces.” 

“Do you have any better ideas, genius?” Hooper was nervous 
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and was trying to cover it up with anger. 

The sudden lurching of the boat was enough to convince them 
all that something had to be done. Hooper went to put on his wet 
suit. He strapped one of the oxygen tanks to his back and left the 
other one in the cabin. Brody and Quint lowered the shark cage 
into the water. Hooper climbed in. The men didn't say anything. 
There were no words to express their fear. 





ae RAPPED IN A CAGE! 


Slowly Brody and Quint lowered the cage deeper and deeper 
into the water. The shark headed straight for it. Hooper readied 
his drug gun. The shark smashed into the cage. It dented the bars 
but couldn’t break them. The shark swam off. 

Hooper peered into the dark, murky water. The shark hadn't 
opened its mouth, so Hooper had to wait for the next hit. The 
waters were empty. Why wasn’t the shark coming back? Where 
was it? 

The sudden jolt at his back answered that question. The drug 
gun slipped out of Hooper's hands. It floated just out of reach 
down to the ocean floor. Now Hooper was trapped in this cage 
without a weapon, and the men up in the boat didn’t know it. 
‘The shark came at Hooper again. This time it made a bigger hole. 
A few more hits and it would be in the cage. The shark slammed 
into it again. 

Hooper had to do something. The shark took another turn. 
This time the rope from the barrels got caught in the rope from 
the cage. The shark was thrashing. The cage was being flung all 
over the place. Hooper slipped out through the hole. 

The men up in the boat didn’t know what was going on, but 
they knew Hooper was in trouble. “Bring it up!” ordered Quint. 
They started to raise the cage. The shark was still trapped in the 
wires, and Quint and Brody couldn't budge the cage. The cage 
was attached to the mast of the boat, and the shark's thrashing 
was pulling the boat over onto its side. Quint and Brody were now 
worrying for themselves too. 

‘The mast broke with a quick snap, and the shark swam off. 
Finally, the cage was free. The men hauled it to the surface, but 
their friend wasn’t in it. It was empty. 

“He’s gone,” said Brody, as he collapsed back on what was left 
of the deck. Quint sat down too. The boat was almost underwater. 
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It wouldn't be long before the shark came back for them too. 
They watched the barrels turn around. This was it. There was 

nothing they could do. Quint got his baseball bat. Brody had his 

gun. They both knew that neither of these things would help. 


F 3 WALLOWED ALIVE! 


‘The shark swam faster and faster. It brought its huge body up 
onto the part of the boat that was still above water. The boat 
tipped. The shark tried again. Its giant mouth snapped shut 
around Quint's leg. 

“Aaagh!” screamed Quint. The shark pulled him in, Quint 
screamed as he was swallowed whole by the giant fish. 

Brody ran into the cabin. There must be something he could 
do. He wasn't going to give up without a fight. The shark’s head 
came crashing through the cabin wall. Brody grabbed Hooper's 
other oxygen tank. He hit the shark on the nose with it. The shark 
backed off for a moment, but then it headed straight for Brody 
again. Brody tossed the oxygen tank into the shark's mouth. The 
shark backed off. 

Brody had a moment to think. He climbed out of the cabin and 
onto the bridge. It was the only part of the boat that was still 
above water, but it was sinking quickly. Brody saw the shark 
heading for him again. The oxygen tank was still in its mouth. 

“Bite down on it.” Brody was praying that the shark would put 
a hole in the tank. It would explode. “Come on, fish, bite it!” But 
the shark didn’t bite and kept coming straight at Brody. 

Brody pulled out his gun. This time he wasn't aiming for the 
shark. He was aiming for the tank. If the shark wouldn’t make a 
hole in the tank, then a bullet would. Brody fired. 

Bang! The bullet hit its target. An instant later, the shark and 
blood and guts and water exploded everywhere! Bloody pieces of 
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shark rained all over Brody, but he didn't care, The killer shark 
was dead. 

“Thank God!” Brody was laughing and yelling and screaming, 
He had survived, and the shark was dead. 

Brody collapsed, exhausted. It was over. He was safe. He closed 
his eyes and took a deep breath. It was good to be alive. 

He heard a splashing off to his left. He turned. It was Hooper. 
He was swimming toward him, and he was safe too. The two 
men smiled. Brody started laughing again, and Hooper joined 
him. 

“What about Quint?” Hooper asked. 

Brody's eyes said it all, and he shook his head sadly. “He didn't 
sgt his fish after all.” 

“At least someone did,” said Hooper. 

The boat sank a little deeper. In a few minutes, it would be 
completely underwater. 


“We'd better do something,” said Brody. “Can we get to shore 
on those?” He pointed to the yellow barrels floating in the water. 
Hooper smiled. “Now you're thinking like a real seaman.” 
They tied the barrels to a piece of the boat and headed in. 
“There's good old Amity Island,” Brody said, pointing to a speck 
in the distance. “Good old Amity Island.” 
Hooper agreed. “Think we'll make it home in time for 









dinner? 
Brody glanced over at him. “As long as we don’t meet up with 
another shark,” he joked. 
“Keep kicking,” said Hooper. 


























BB EHIND THE SCENES 


Monster movies ry, but we can always remind ourselves 
that the monsters aren't real. But that doesn’t work with Jaws. 
Sharks are real, and this story could happen. 

Steven Spielberg, the director of Jaws, loved the idea of this 
real-life monster. He thought it could create one of the scariest 
movies ever made. But that would only happen if the viewers 
believed the shark was real. That was where the problems began. 

Spielberg considered using a real shark, but that was much too 
dangerous for most of the scenes. Real sharks could be used only 
when the shark was swimming along. For the other scenes, a fake 
shark had to be built, and it had to be able to perform. 





RUCE THE SHARK 
‘The special-effects people built three different sharks full of 
levers, wheels and pulleys. One of the sharks was just a left side, 
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one was just a right side, and the third was just the top. Spielberg 
used the three different sharks for different views, but all the 
sharks were named Bruce. 

‘The shark that had just a top was called a sea-sled shark. All of 
its machinery was underneath. It slid along the bottom of the 
ocean on a sled. Scuba divers helped move it along a track and 
worked its fins and tail. This shark was used when Spielberg 
wanted the shark to swim on the surface. 

The other two were called platform sharks. These sharks were 
attached to long arms from platforms. Even though they were 
each missing a side, they had full heads. These sharks were used 
the most. 

‘The platform sharks could look at the camera and bite and 
chew. It took 15 people to work them. These sharks weighed one 
ton each, but the platforms weighed twelve tons. 

The fake sharks caused lots of problems. They were always 
breaking down in one way or another. And then there were some 
special problems. 

For instance, the sharks had two different kinds of teeth. One 
type was plastic. These were used when the shark was eating the 
boat or the cage. The other teeth were rubber. These were used 
for scenes in which the shark ate people. But the teeth kept falling 
‘out. Once the special-effects people had to use plastic teeth when 
they ran out of rubber teeth, and a stunt man was actually bitten! 
He wasn’t hurt, though. 

All the model sharks were painted with special paint that was 
very expensive. After each model was painted, its surface was 
sandblasted to make it look like rough sharkskin. The expensive 
paint kept wearing off. Once, in an emergency, the crew had to 
use regular paint instead. It looked great! They hadn’t had to 
spend all that money on paint after all. From then on, regular 
paint was used all the time. 





BT 3 ROUBLE ON THE SEA 


The real sharks were just as bad as the fake ones. Spielberg used 
live sharks when he was filming the scenes with the shark cage. 
But not one of the big sharks was interested in the cage. Only the 
smaller ones were. Spielberg decided that the best thing to do was 
to build a small cage and put a midget in it. It worked! 

The actors had some problems too. Robert Shaw, the actor who 
played Quint, was seasick. He hated being out on the smalll boat. 
Richard Dreyfuss, the actor who played Hooper, didn’t know how 
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shark didn’t always look completely real, but the scary music and 
helped hide that. In the end, a great tale of 





TALES OF TERROR = 


Chrissie loved to take mid- 
night swims. She felt 
secure in the cool, quiet 
ocean... until she swam 
into the deadly jaws of a 
great white shark. Ko one 
was safe with this killer 
prowling the waters. 


Other Tales of Terror: 





